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bed of any on the estate. I do not like mine. I prefer
Mr. Granet's very much. I have been fast asleep for
three hours. May I come and have a drink, please?"
"God bless my soul!" Clunderson exclaimed, star-
ing hard at Granet. "Who is the young lady?"
"Quite harmless, but attractive," Granet assured
him. "She was to have sat next to you at lunch if
you had turned up."
"I am coming to have a drink," Carlotta said. "I
see Pooralli there. Get a wine glass for me, Pooralli,
and a tumbler. I want a glass of water and a glass
of sherry. I should like David to come in and brush
my hair but I do not suppose he will."
She floated out with a little yawn and passed her
arm affectionately through Granet's.
"He is such a nice man," she went on, looking
up at him. "Why are you not fonder of me?"
"Because you are taking my character away," he
said. "You must not tell people that you sleep on my
bed. In fact, if it comes to that you must not sleep
on my bed at all. How dare you?"
Carlotta drank her water steadily, set down the
empty glass and laughed at him.
- "I have told everybody why," she said. "It is the
most comfortable bed at Grassleyes. Thank you,
Pooralli," she added as he brought her a chair. "May
I sit down with you for a few minutes?"
"Where is your sister?" Granet asked.
"She went down to Nice after lunch to sing at
an afternoon concert and she is dining at Monte
Carlo. Mr* Leonidas wants me to go for a walk with
him but I told him I never went for walks and that